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Our Last Summer 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired loosely by the ABBA song "Our Last Summer," because that's definitely Metallica related.anyways, this 
is just a short little doodle | dreamed up quickly. Sorry if it's totally lame! 


| still remember our last summer together. 


Traipsing through Europe with stars in our eyes and desire in our hearts, we felt unstoppable together. | 
showed you things you'd never seen and somehow, in cities I'd already visited, you showed me new things, as 


well. 


We held hands as we walked through Paris in the moonlight; in a freethinking country like this, you didn't care 
so much. Your eyes shone brighter than the Eiffel Tower when you looked at me in wonder at the very sight 
of it. Bathed in sweat and the afterglow of pleasure in our little hotel room later that night, no painting in the 
Louvre had anything on you. Your golden hair fanned across my pillow was the only art I'd ever need to look at 


for the rest of my life. 


The heat of London summers had nothing on the two of us; we were hungry for one another, and the two of 
us found our way together night after night, even when the shows left our bodies sore and trembling. When 

we would sightsee in the light of day, when your hand would brush against mine in the plain sight of everyone 
around us, | felt drunker than when we sat up sharing bottles of cheap vodka in our dingy living room back at 


home in California. When you would wrap protective arms around me and tell me, secretly, how you felt about 


me, | felt higher than the clouds. 


| got to bring you home with me to Denmark, and to show you all of my favorite sights. We ate pastries and 
sipped on Danish bitters that made you pucker your lips up in the endearing kind of way that made me laugh. | 
got to speak my native language to the people who | knew would understand it, but | spoke it to you, too; you'd 
never know | was telling you | loved you. 


Just like that, it was over. 


Ripped away from the warm and hazy bliss of our European summer, we flew back home torn apart, unwhole. 
As we sat next to each other and listened to the deep hum of bass guitars day after day, | noticed the 
change in you. You no longer looked at me with that indulgent blue gaze | could just dive into and swim in 
Instead, those eyes were like a sheet of ice that wouldn't crack. 


After that, it was never the same. Your fingers never fumbled for mine in the light of day; your body never 
pressed against mine in the cool glow of night. | never asked, and you never told. Our summer had ended. When 
we flew back to Europe in the chill of winter, you booked your own hotel rooms, didn't ask me out to sightsee 


with you. 


These days, | still look at the sweat that beads and drips down your nose in the summer heat and remember, | 


long for what we shared, for the hand that reached for my own, and | remember our last summer together. 


Memories That Remain 


Author's Notes: 
Well, here it is. This is James’ point of view on the story. Hope you enjoy! 


I've never forgotten our last summer. 


| was never anything like you, so open, so free. But for those few precious months, exploring things I'd never 
dreamed of seeing before, you made me feel like | was. The wonders of success had taken hold of me and 


made me feel invincible, and when I'd toss my head back onstage and see you smiling back at me, | knew you 


felt it, too. 


We wandered through Dublin together, stumbling in and out of warm little pubs. When the rain started pouring, 
we only laughed as it drenched us, our cheap leather jackets the only thing to shield us, arms thrown around 
each other's shoulders the only thing to warm us. It didn't bother us to peel soaked skinny jeans and clinging t- 
shirts off of one another when we staggered into our hotel room in a state of drunken bliss. 


In Paris, | held your right hand as the left one pointed this way and that, showing me the Notre Dame and the 
Arc de Triomphe. | already knew what they were, but the sound of your sweet voice was enough to keep me 
nodding my head with interest; the glimmer in your bright green eyes was more than interesting enough to 
keep my attention. When, in the moonlight, we came upon the Eiffel Tower, | felt almost overwhelmed at the 
sight; the only thing prettier I'd ever seen was the way you'd smile at me. 


You took me to your homeland, and I'd never seen anyone happier. We ate and talked in little cafes and | 
savored the sweet taste of Danish pastry on your lips when your fast-talking mouth would find its way to 
mine in the dark serenity of nighttime. You spoke Danish to everyone we saw, but you spoke it to me, too. | 
never told you, but | knew what you were telling me. And when | knew you were fast asleep at my side, | said 


the same words to you. 

These heavenly weeks seemed too good to be true for me. My life had been marked by loss and abandonment 
and it seemed as though you had finally shown me the affection | had always been searching for. | felt the 
warmth of trust and love | longed for and | believed that maybe, just maybe, my life could be looking up. 

It seems that my fatal mistake was believing that something so good could happen to me. 

After the accident, | couldn't bring myself to open up anymore. Another loss in my life was simply too much, 
and to let myself have something good, something like you, just felt wrong. | became numb, and it seemed that 


you could tell. You didn't bother me. 


Sometimes, | wish that you had. 


| couldn't bring myself to come to you again, after everything. It never meant that | stopped feeling the way 
that | did. With time, though, it seems that we both moved on, letting the heat of one another's bodies and the 


taste of one another's skin fade into memory. 


Still, when | look behind me and see that smile, a little less bright now, in your eyes, | remember, | remember 
that last summer when we took on the world together, and how it felt to be young and free and loved by 


someone that | loved, too. 


